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lan stole out the back way of the club, jerking on a stolen jacket as he stepped out into the neon-accented 
night. A hot evening in Hamburg; dope fiends lingered around the entrance to the alley, and with them the 


other detritus of humanity: prostitutes, transvestites, homosexuals, and musicians. 


"You ought not to," said Roger Glover, trying to be the voice of wisdom. "lan, that's not your jacket! Some valet 


will get fired for this." 


"They owe us!" snarled lan, casting a betrayed look over his shoulder at his bandmate. "You may content 
yourself with your grumbling belly, but | won't. Weeks of this treatment is intolerable." Seeing the reproachful 
look on Roger's face, he softened. "Look, it's all a bit of fun" 


lan Gillan had spent the last several weeks in this Sodom and Gomorrah, so much willing flesh for the taking, 


and had got to experience almost none of it His band performed at the club from seven in the evening till 


three in the morning with few breaks, then they stole some bread rolls or paid for their supper with a fistful 
of marks, before collapsing in exhaustion. So he had been enslaved seven days a week, since he arrived in 
Hamburg until the wee hours of this morning, when their residency at this club ended. Roger took it all in 
stride, but lan was no Roger. lan was a young and hot-blooded creature, eager to indulge himself before 


moving on to the next engagement. 


Roger folded his arms and tucked his chin, a sign that he had given up. "When you get your fill of vice, you 
know where to find me." On the same surplus army cot they'd been sharing for the past few weeks. "Don't get 


yourself put in gaol. We've no money to get you out.” 
lan gave him a fond tickle under the chin. "Don't fret, Roger." 


He ambled out of the alley, onto the Reeperbahn where the strip clubs were turning on their garish lights, the 
working girls waking up, yawning, and ready to start their ‘day’. He slicked back his long hair, tied it with a band, 
and checked his reflection in a shop window. Deciding he was passable for a valet, lan dodged the dope fiends 
and girls who reached out to finger his lapel, striding confidently up to his target. 


He chose well: a balding man driving a brand-new, red, Porsche ‘Il so beautiful, that lan wanted to drape 
himself over the hood like a reposing nude in a French painting. He flashed his most winning smile, and sure 
enough, the keys were pressed into his hand along with a terse command in German. lan didn't understand 
German, and even if he had, he had no intention of obeying any commands. He slid into the driver's seat and 
took a moment to caress the dashboard like a long-lost lover. He watched as the Porsche's owner entered the 


club, then floored the car out of there. 


He took the corner on two wheels, driving with his knees as he peeled the valet's jacket off and tossed it into 
the backseat. lan Gillan raced into the night in his stolen Porsche, eager for everything this city of pleasure 
had to offer. 


He was forced to slow to a crawl at the sight of people spilling out of a club and into the street; many were 
student types, affecting a sort of cool, cigarettes dangling from their lips. As he inched through the crowd, lan 
peered left and right out the windows. Pretty girls, and some of those were boys, too; lan knew all about that 
from a waitress who'd been kind enough to let him feel her up in the bathroom between sets a few days ago. 


He'd slid his hand under her skirt and found -- well, he'd be lying if he said he hadn't felt a thrill 


The passenger-side door was abruptly yanked open, and a young man hopped into the seat next to him. "What 
the hell--" lan said, startled. 


"Auf geht's," the stranger told him, flicking his hand a little as though lan were his chauffeur. 


lan gaped at him. This stranger was about his age, dark-haired and slim with a petulant air about him. Noticing 
the lack of acceleration, he turned to lan and made an impatient hand gesture as though urging him to drive. 


"What do you think you're doing?" lan asked him, before mentally kicking himself. This stranger probably 


couldn't even speak English. Weren't they the pair, lan with no German, this stranger with no English. 
"Du Vollidiot hast keine Ahnung, wovon ich rede, oder? Egal, das wird ein Heidenspaß," said his passenger. 


lan's mind whirled as he tried to process what was going on. Why had this man got in the car with him? He 
couldn't have mistaken him for a cab. This was a Porsche, for god's sake. He'd got into a strange vehicle at the 


corner -- 
-- Oh, God. The only sort of person who got into strange vehicles on street corners was a prostitute. 


"Are you a male prostitute?" lan asked him in wonder. "You must've assumed | stopped for you. Oh, will you be 
cross when you realize I've not a mark to my name." He eyed the stranger with naked interest. He was not 
bad-looking at all; he had fine eyes, and his shirt was unbuttoned halfway down, displaying some hair on his 
chest. His shirt was tight enough that lan could make out the outline of his nipples. 


"Haltst mich fur einen Stricher, was?" said the stranger in tone that lan fancied held a note of amusement. "Na 
gut! 200 Millionen Mark und keinen Pfennig weniger! Du kannst Dir mich nicht leisten. Ich sehe keine Brieftasche 
bei dir. Gehört dieses Auto überhaupt dir?" 


lan navigated them out of the crowd and he turned down the first mostly-deserted street he could find, 
parking in front of a boarded-up shop. "Well, since I've got you all to myself." lan licked his bottom lip and 
wiggled around in the seat so that he was on his knees. He loomed over the stranger and boldly stroked a hand 
from his chest down the length of his body. Oh, he could get accustomed to this lan popped open a button on 
the stranger's trousers, never taking his eyes from his face. The stranger flushed; his eyes darkened; his 


breathing deepened. The sleaziness of it all made the situation even sexier. 
"Fancy a shag in a stolen Porsche with a penniless musician?" 


"Du bist so lächerlich wie der schabige Anzug, den du da trägst," said the stranger in an impassioned voice. He 
shifted closer, capturing lan's mouth in a fierce kiss. It was more a battle than a kiss; lan had to grab him by 
the hair to get him under control. 


The stranger yanked back from him. "Ab auf die Ruckbank!" He tried to tug lan into the Porche's tiny backseat, 
but they had to give that up for folly. They ended up sprawled across the front seat, one of lars feet hanging 
out the open window, with the stranger atop him, rutting against him. They'd worked their trousers open, and 
hot hands went to work on hot flesh. lan had always heard that prostitutes didn't kiss on the mouth, but this 
one was dripping kisses into his mouth, ravishing lan with his tongue. Perhaps not the most elegant lovemaking 


lan had ever been apart of, but there was something about raw, animalistic need.. 


He broke away for air. The stranger pressed the heel of his hand to lan's balls, his fingers closing around his 
shaft. "Damn, don't stop.." pleaded lan. 


A sharp rapping at the window. "Gehen Sie raus!" 


lan almost choked. A police officer stared at them through the window. Shamefaced, lan and the stranger 

clambered out of the Porsche, pausing only to tuck themselves back into their trousers. "Err." lan could 

usually talk his way out of anything, but the language barrier defeated him again. "Officer, | don't suppose 
you'll believe that my friend here stopped breathing, and | was giving him the breath of life?" 


The prostitute spoke to the police officer in rapid-fire German, and for several minutes they went back and 
forth like this, while lan contemplated whether he'd be arrested for theft of a Porsche and if that meant he'd 
spend the rest of his life in prison. Finally, the now somewhat red-faced police officer snapped a command at 
them and then stalked away. 

"Is that all?" lan wondered aloud "Are we free to go?" 

The stranger sighed deeply, turned to lan, and said, "That was a close one, it was." 

lan nearly jumped out of his socks. "You speak English!” 

"Of course | speak English, you dimwit. / am English If you had any sense, you would've noticed | don't have a 
German accent while speaking German" The stranger looked down his nose at him, quite a feat considering that 
lan was several inches taller than him. 


lan coughed. "Why didn't you say so?" 


The stranger shrugged. "It amused me to play with you," he said, and oh, he was a right bastard lan was 
fuming. 


"Speaking of playing." The stranger smirked at him. "I don't suppose you have anywhere better than the front 
seat of a stolen Porsche for us to pick up where we left off?" 


“Fraid not, mate," admitted lan "Why, do you?" 


The stranger tilted his head and the corners of his eyes crinkled "Something could be arranged. Let's abandon 


the Porsche before the police come looking for it. Follow me." 


lan fetched the valet's jacket from the backseat and ran after him. "Who am | following?" he asked, and when 
that didn't earn him a response, he pressed on. "Don't | deserve to know the name of the man who's cock | was 


just Touching not thirty minutes ago...2" 


